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It Was a Cold 
December Morning 


How cold was it. you ask? It was so cold 
that the cheese sandwich I had for breakfast 
turned into a CMeCSC F«ISiClC 
I zipped up my winter coat. I wrapped my 
favorite scarf around my neck. It’s chcddar 
yellow. My favorite nephew, Benjamin, gave 
it to me. It always keeps my snout very warm! 
Then I stepped out of my mouse 
hole* into the frozen air. 

I scampered down the street, 
toward the center of town. I had just taken a 
few steps when it began to snow! Snowflakes 




I live at 8 Mouseford Lane. By the way. 
my name is Stilton, Geronimo Stilton. 
I am the publisher and editor of The 
Rodent's Gazette, the most famouse 
newspaper on Mouse Island! 


/ 











































swirled down from the sky. They landed on 
my whiskers like tiny EEftfiBBktlBGg. 

I smiled. It was snowing on Christmas Eve! 
How perfect! As I walked past the shops. I 
began to hum that fantouse Christmas carol 
“'Silent Mice." 




.-d down the str c 


All of New Mouse City 
scented to be in the 
Ohristmns spirit. 
Bright lights 


crunch . 



dickered in the store windows. Mice scurried 
by, their arms Tilled with presents. 

I gazed up at the star on lop of a Christmas 
tree when suddenly... 

WHAM! I crashed into a mouse crossing 
the street! I le carried an cnormouse red hox. 
I le seemed to be in quite a rush. 

I slipped on the ice. I landed right 
on top of my poor tail. Ouch! 

I stood up. rubbing my tail. A look of 



surprise came across the mouse’s face. 
"' : Is that you? 

I couldn't believe it. It was my old friend 
front school, Buddy I’mvpal. 

"Buddy! What are you doing here?” I 
asked. 

“Shopping, of course.” Buddy said. “I want 
to unpr&ui nty friends and relatives, so 
I’m buying all of the |jj(i VVliSTV gifts. Have 
you seen the new Chct5t-o-A1atic? It 
slices, dices, grates, grinds, chops, mashes, 
smashes — and then it washes itself when it’s 
done! It costs a fortune. but it’s worth it.” 

"Uh. no. I haven’t heard of it.’’ I replied. 

“Have you bought your gifts yet?” Buddy 
asked. “I bet you spent a lot of DlOney. 
right?” 

“I don’t think how much money you 


spend on a gift is important," I said. “It’s 
the thought that counts * 

Buddy laughed and slapped me on the back. 
“Oh. Gcroninio. you always were a Str3Ng e 
l^°llS e !” he said. Then he hurried away, 
ealling out behind him. Clvtdrfinab/ 

Uapp^ ?leio Wean! Seabed G'i>eetU]gbf 
Uapp& Uolidcujbf" 
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Buy! Buy! Buy! 


I spent the morning walking in the snow 
and looking at the decorations all around 
New Mouse City. It was lunchtime when I 
got back home. All that walking had made 
me HUNGRY! I chomped on a triple-decker 
cheese sandwich. 

I yawned. All that walking had made me 
tired, too! But it was Christmas Eve. and I 
was expect ing a houseful of guests. I decided 
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to take a nap so I would be well rested in the 
evening. 

> First I took a warm bath with EilUC 

Clieese-scenf CD bubbles. Then I put 


v e i on my soft pajamas dceorated with pepperoni 
pizza slices. Finally. I led, my 
little red fish. 

“Have some crumbs of Christmas pic. 
ipy friend/" 1 said. 

I snuggled into my comfy couch. Outside, 
the SHOW was really coming down. I 
felt warm and cazy. I turned on the TV. 









A loud commercial blared oul. 

“Bunm Qwm bis\78 cmbqw 

CDBPQBB OV’S VQQ D,Q'u'B8 n 

I clicked off the TV and turned on the 
radio instead, but it wasn’t any better. A 
horrible jingle filled my ears. 

Shop! Shop! Shop! 

Shop until you drop! 

If you don’t spend your money 

Your friends will look at you funny!' 

I shut off the radio and picked up a 
magazine, but every page had an ad for a 
new product. Uncle liatsys Whisker Wish! C f«u. m 
C Wdd H $cd.\ RATZO/DS THE 

HOTTEST VIDEO CAME OE THE TEA A! 

I closed the magazine. Then I closed my 
eyes and started to nap. But before I could 



fall asleep, the phone rang. 

"This is Stilton, rfyrrottt-mo r '/h/tr h? I 
answered. 


“Mr. Stilton. I can tell you are a smart 
mouse." said the squeaky voice on the other 
end. "That is why I know you will take me 
up on this special offer. For just *19.99 
you can own your Very own ANTTAT 


ALARM!" 

"But there aren’t any CATS in 
New Mouse City!" I said. 

"But what if there were? 

Then you'd be in big trouble 
without this alarm, wouldn't 
you? So you'd better buy it. 

Mr. Stilton!" 

I couldn’t take it anymore. "LEWE ME 
ALONE!" 1 cried. Then I slammed down 



the receiver. 


I snuggled back into the couch. Then I 
looked out the window at the falling snow. 
Even that was ruined! 

A plane flew across the sky. It dragged a 
sign behind it... 



'■/A W TODAY AT SOolmsnVESr 
I jjmr on IT'S CHRISTMAS EVE!' 


The telephone rang again. 

I grabbed the phone. “sToj> cAkM^ & 

Mfi i pok’r want t° ANyT^iN*! 
kfAvf Hf Ak^ooooooooNfr 

On the other end. a tiny voice squeaked in 
surprise. 

“Uncle Geronimo! Are you all right?" 




I Don’t Want to 
Be Alone! 


It was my nephew Benjamin, (l) 

I cheered up right away. X love ^ 
"Benjamin I le is the sweetest little 
mouselet in the whole world. 

"I’m all right. Benjamin," I answered. “I 
can’t wait to see you tonight lor 
Christmas Eve.” ■ 

“But that’s why I’m calling,” 

Benjamin said. “I wanted to wish 
you a ~ /{< rr y 'tf / rt. JtHa, before I leave 
with Aunt Thea.”(2) 





I could not believe my ears. “Leaving?” I 
asked. “Aren't you going to spend Christmas 
here with me. like you do every year?” 

I heard my sister’s voice next. 



“We are going on a cruise to a tropical 
island. I am not inviting you because you 
always get S,'- : ^'LcL! See ya. big brother." 

I hung up the phone and frowned. 
Yes. I do get hut I couldn’t 

believe my sister would leave me on 
Tr//yj/W/.;/ And to take Benjamin 
with her. too! It was downright cruel. 

I called my cousin Trap (T) next to make 
sure he was still coming. He told me he was 
going to San Vtouscisco to take a Cooking 
class. 

I sighed. "It sounds like fun. Trap." I said. 
“Have a nice trip.” 

Was I really going to 
be alone on Christmas? 
I called the rest of my 
family to see what they 
were doing. 




My grandfather William Shortpaws, 

© was packing up his cheese- 
colored camper. He was going on a 
fhffjtr |tjt(.in( four in Cheddarton / ' - 
with his cook. Tina Spicytail ©. ’ 

My dear aunt Sweetlur (6) was going 
to a concert in Mouseport. I understood. 
She adores the great (-Inssteal composer 
Mousart. 

I called every relative I could think of— 
even Uncle Samuel S. Stingysnout ( 7 ) ! He 
never says no to a free meal. But even he 
said he was busy! 

I tried not to PANIC. My family 
was away. But I still had my friends. K 
didn't I? 

I did not. I called all of my friends from 
The Rodent's Gazette, but they were all busy. 
Pinky Pick © . my assistant editor, was going 




to a FUZZY FUZZBORN concert. Kreamy 
O’Cheddar (9). my right-hand mouse, was 
going skiing on Slipperyslopcs Glacier. 
Mousclla MaeMouser (10). Merenguita 
Gingcrmousc ©. Zeppola Zap Bla SCO 
Tabasco (©. and Larry Keys © were going 
to an art shovy in Mousefort Beach. 

You will not believe who I called next. 
I phoned Crecpclla von Caeklefur ©. the 
spooky rodent who wants to marry me. But 
she was going to visit her creepy family in 
the WLLfV Of THF vm WNWKFS. 

So it was true. I was going to spend 



Christmas all alone! I was so sad 
<f that I began to cry. Salty tears 
</ J soaked my whiskers. 

1 ^ “I don’t want to be 3 lojlG! *' I 
fc wailed. “What kind of Christmas 

will I have without my friends and family?" 
I hugged Hannibal’s fishbowl. 

"You are the only one who loves me. 
Hannibal!" I sobbed. 





It Would Have 
Been Such a Nice 
Christmas ... 




icnl. lit 


I looked around my apartment, liny 
paper hearts deeorated the tree. The 
table was set with place cards. 
Everything looked so beautiful! 
But it only made me sadder. My 
friends and family would have 
liked the decorations so much! 
But now they would never 
see them. 

I looked at the gifts under 
the tree. 1 had made them 
with my own paws! 

A paperweight 

lor Grandfather 






William. A photo frame for Aunl Sweetfur. 
Chocolate sweets lor Trap. Sweet-smelling 
sachets for Thca. And for Benjamin, a letter 
that told him how much I loved him. 

Thinking of Benjamin made me sad again. 
I looked at the table where I had set up our 
Christmas game. Me US e-C-ti? A IMA. I 
love Hannibal, but I can’t play board games 
with him. If only my friends and family 
were coming. . . 

"We would have had so much fun.” I said, 
drying my tears. "It would have been 
such n nice Christmas!” 



It s fu » to play 

Chri 

sff f>as/ 



































Stiltod? 

Gerodibo Stiltod? 


I could not bear to look at the presents 
and decorations. I pul on my winter coat 
again and went outside. Heavy snow fell 
from the sky. It reminded me of Parmesan 
Hakes shaking down on QQStQ. 

I had not gone far when I bumped into a 
figure wrapped in scarves. TKlK SCARES. 


10NG SCARVES wide scarves heavy 

SCARVES . you name it — this rodent looked 
like a scarf mummy! 

“Stiltod? Gerodibo Stiltod?" the strange 
ligure mumbled. 

Then I knew who it was — Mrs. Ratillis, 
the sweet old lady who lives in the apartment 
above mine. I eould tell by the way she 


talked that she had a b.wl ecfd. 

“Mrs. Ratillis, you should be inside on a day 
like this!" I said. “Let me take you home.” 

I love Mrs. Ratillis. Before I go to work. 
I always bring her a hunk of cheese. And 
I make sure she gets a free copy of The 
Rodent's Gazette. It’s in large print 

because she has poor eyesight. 

Mrs. Ratillis began to sob u nder her sea rves. 
“Dear Gerodibo. I dan’t find Doonllower!” 

It was hard to understand Mrs. Ratillis 
through her stuffy snout. But I knew what 
she meant. 

"You can’t find Moonflower, 
your nightingale?” I asked. 

She nodded. “My 
poor Doonllower 
Hew out the ^ 
window. 


Mrs. R at,//f s 





Where eould he be? What a sad dighl I will 
hab all by myself!" 

“You will not be alone tonight, Mrs. 
Ratillis." I said quickly. “Come to my place 
at seven. lOe will have a wvat/erfal 
Oh ris ha as to (/ eth er ! " 

I told Mrs. Ratillis that I would look for 
Moonllower. I took her up to her apartment. 
Then I went hack out. 

It was so cold! I began to wish I had 
borrowed some scarves from Mrs. Ratillis. 
Soon idcl0S hung from my whiskers. I 
hale when that happens! 

But I had made a promise to Mrs. Ratillis. 
I walked up and down the streets of New 
Mouse City, looking for her bird. 

“Moooooooooonflower!" 

But I could not find the nightingale 
anywhere! 










Rattina’s Dream 
Comes True 


I kept walking. The snow kept falling. It 
was very eold. I hummed a Christmas tune 
to keep warm: 

But it didn’t help. Soon I felt an 
icicle hanging from my snout. 

I hate when that happens! 

I walked past the biggest toy store in the 
eity. That is when I noticed a woman holding 
the paw of a tiny blond mouse. They were 
both staring at the store window. 

“Look. Mommy." the little girl said. “That 
is the teddy bear i always dreamed of!" 

Curious, I stepped closer to the window. 
A sweet-looking Stuffed bear sat on 
a pillow in the store display. Around its neek 




It was ilie teddy bear of her dreams. 










f was a big yellow bow the eolor of 
flFr smooth American cheese. 

I got a warm feeling inside. It was 
a feeling so warm that it melted the 
icicle on my snout! 

I quickly ran into the store. The salesmousc 
recognized me right away. 

“Mr. Stilton! Mow may I help you?” 

“I'd like to buy that teddy bear in the 
window, please.” I said. 

Minutes later. I rushed out of the store. 
I walked up to the mommy mouse and her 
daughter. I took off my cap and bowed. 

“May I introduce myself?” I asked. "My 
name is Stilton, ^yesr//run Ctf/t/ton.” 

The mommy mouse turned tod. "rfyt younn< 
^/hZ/t //? The famousc newspaper mouse?” 
she said. “It is an honor to meet you.” 

I looked at the little mouselet. “I would 


like to give this teddy bear to your 
daughter as a gift." I said. “Would that be 
all right?” 

The woman’s eyes got teary. “That is too 
Did eh!" she said. 

I smiled. “It is not too much if it will 
make your daughter’s dream eome true.” 

I gave the teddy bear to the cute little 
mouselet. 

“You are so kind. Mr. Stilton.” said the 
woman. “Rattina. thank Mr. Stilton." 

Rattina squeaked with delight and hugged 
the Stuffed bear. “Thank you. thank 
you. thank you!” she cried. Then she turned 
to her mother. "Are we going home?” 

Her mother sighed. “There is no hurry. 
We’re all alone. No one is waiting for us 
there." 

I had an idea. 


“Allow me to invite you to my home lor 
Christmas." I said. “Come to 8 Mouseford 
Lane at seven o’clock. I will make a meal 
that is whisker-licking good. lOt mill have 
a wonderful Ohriihnat foyeiher!" 




toqetW* 1 - 



/ bowed... 










Give Me Your 
Money! 


I decided to head back home. The snow 
was almost up to my knees! I could feel an 
icicle hanging from each of my ears. 

I hate when that happens! 

I took a shortcut through the park. 
"Moooooonflower!" I called out. 
Suddenly. I heard a yell behind me. 




“PFY you/ STOP PIOHT THFPfT 

I turned and saw a dark shadow. 

“Give me your money!” the mysterious 
rodent shouted. 

Normally. I would have been afraid. But 
it was Christmas Eve. I wanted to help this 
mouse. 

“Don’t you know it’s Christmas Eve?” I 
said softly. 

“Give me your money!” the mouse 
said again. But this time, his voice was 




shaking. Then I heard him sob. 

I walked up to him. “Are you all right? 
May I help you?" I asked. 

Now I could see the mouse in the light of 
the stroetlamp. I le was short and SKINNY with 
a SBC look in his eyes. 

“I am so sorry.” he said in a soft voice. 
“I’ve never done this before, but I didn’t 
know what else to do. If I told you. you’d 
understand. I promise. But you don’t want 
to listen to me. I’m sure." 

I put my paw on his shoulder. “I would be 
happy to listen to you." 1 said. “Come to my 
house tonight. lOe can talk over a 
slice of nice ripe cheese." 

Then another voice rang through the 
night. "What is going on here?" a police 
mouse asked us. 



“Everything is fine. Officer.” I said. 


The police mouse glanced at the SKINNY 
mouse by my side. He frowned. “Hmmm. 
And who is this?” 


“He is a friend.” I said. “We were about to 
go to my house for <f > , supper.” 



The police mouse sighed. “Lucky you." he 
said. “My shift is almost over, but I’m all 
alone tonight.” 

“Then come with us!” I said. “I’ll see both 
of you at seven o’clock at 8 Mouselord Lane. 
Ring the buzz.er for 
Stilton. 10e will 
luioe a wottderfu! 

(Jhristtnai 
liH/tflter!" 



Every Joe 
I s Important 


I decided to look in one more place lor 
Moonflower. I headed to the harbor. It was 
very cold by the water. Soon I could feel an 
icif Ic hanging from the tip of my tail. 

I hate when that happens! 

Mooooonflower!'' I called out. 

"Mooooonflower!” 

“Hey. Mister!” a small voice cried. It surprised 
me! I slipped on a lish bone. 

Sflatt I landed inside a BARREL of rotten 
lish. I climbed out of the slippery barrel. 
$€L"dinG bones stuck to my lur. A stinky 
lobster sat on top of my head. I brushed off 
the slimy mess. Then I saw a very iin> mouse 
standing in front of me. 


X 



“Sir, can you help 
me?" he squeaked. “My 
name is Sp e CK. I was 
looking lor my daddy, 
bul I got lost.” 

\ X I smiled. “Of 
course I’ll help 
you. Where are your dad and mom?" 

“I don’t have a mom anymore.” the little 
mouse said. “Daddy works at a restaurant here 


at the harbor. He has a very IMPORTANT job!” 

I took his little puw in mine. The harhor was 
lined with seafood restaurants. We checked 
them out. one by one. Bul Speck did not see 
his father in any of them. 

Then we came to a 7 : X t:*s>rv 

lOOKMNC KERHIRIN ". The host walked 
up to us. My fur and coat were still dripping 
with fish 9utS . The host frowned and held 


his nose. 



Apt y»u? wkat y°u he 

asked sharply. 

“My name is Stilton. ^yeyouhtto r"/f 
I said. “This link- ihoum.- is lost. He is looking 
for his father. Does he work here?” 

The mouse snorted. “If you are r^fvrtuttmo 
<tf(i/fon % then I am SflflTfl DOUSE!” he said. 

is a Bit CHCCSC in this town. 
He is not a smelly sewer rat like you. Get 
out of here!” 



o O 






I started to protest. But then Sp e CK ran 
toward the restaurant’s kitehen. 

“Daddy! Daddy!" he cried. 

A rodent wearing a cook’s apron came 
out. lie hugged the little mouse. 

“Is everything OK. SpccKi 1 ” he asked. 

The snooty host snilTed. “This is a restaurant, 
not a <fay-care center!” he said. He 
glared at the cook. “You are lired! That will 
teach you to waste time instead of working." 









Then one of the waiters ran over to the 
host. Tlie waiter pointed at me and whispered 
something in the host's ear. The host turned 
as pale as a piece of 0SZ4SS1 3C3GD&I. 

“Are you sure?” he asked the waiter. 

The waiter nodded. I saw dfops of sweat ^ 
form on the host’s whiskers. 

“Mr. I had no idea it was really^ 

you.” he said. “Please, allow me to serve you 
dinner. Mr. (tfh’/fojt. We would be proud to 
serve such a famouse rodent as yourself. 

Mr. df/t//on. n 

“0 m cat m m &<•« w* i 

said angrily. I turned toSp e CKS father. "Come 
with me. I will help you get another joh where 
you will be treated with more rejpwt! ” 

We left with our HEAD Q HELD HIGH. 

SpecK looked up at me as we walked 
down the street. “Daddy is a cook. That is 


a very IMPORTANT job. isn’t it?” 

“Of course it is.” I replied. “Every 
job is important. > 

It takes all kinds 
of mice to make ^ ^ 
the world go round. ^ 

And what job could be more IMPORTANT than 

feeding hungry mice?” 

Then I shook his father’s paw. “Come to 
my home at 8 Mouseford Lane at seven 
o’clock tonight. 1Oe toiUhaot a wonderful 
(Christmas torjelher!" 

I hurried home. My heart felt as light as a 
efieese I was not going to be alone on 
Christmas! 

Still, I had to lind Moonflower. I called 
out the nightingale's name all the way home. 
But I didn't see him anywhere. 

I reached the front of my building, feeling 



sad. What was I going to tell Mrs. Ralillis? 

Then a heard a little cJiirp It was 
coming from the mailbox. There, trembling 
from the cold, was Moonflower! I bundled 



him under my jacket and ran upstairs to lind 
Mrs. Ratillis. 

DOONFLOWER " she cried out. 

I left them both and walked downstairs 



to my apartment. I reached for the 
doorknob... 

But the door was open! 

I carefully stepped inside. 

It was dark Not a single light was on. 
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S-pnV Cow 


What a great jwpriae! 




Piss mt, &eronim 0 i 


Season's 

greetings! 


Svrpris*! 


Merry 

Christmas' 


.so**’ 



A Wonderful 
Christmas 
Together 


The lights suddenly came on. All of my 
friends and , r anify were there! They 
began to sing: 
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0 ft/itf/f if 

, /)tt/ toe ft r< ff/tutntiff 

Yf /rn/tttfii is /tore q 


tf'fit' 


'~C'/ttf /rr/tft/ tt>f /tfi/f/f/t 
~ ( /i i/tf fftf/ ff>f’ ffttt / fff / f ttOftff/ ff 
cyjtt f/rtfi/f,/ fpif/of ft//. . 
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^ f / o ite / 
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I was shocked. “But l thought you were all 
going away!" I said. 

“Of course not.” Thea said. “We just wanted 
to surprise you. Christmas wouldn’t be 
Christmas without you. Gerrykins!” 

“We love spending the holiday with all our 
family and friends." said Aunt Sweetfur. 

“And it’s FREE !” added Uncle Samuel 
Stingy fur. 

Benjamin ran up and hugged me. “I lOVC 
tJOU. Uncle Geronimo. This is going to be 
the best Christmas ever!" 

Soon all of the new friends I had met that 
day arrived. We all sat around the table. Trap 
stood up and clinked a glass with his spoon. 

SPEECH! SPEECH! he cried 

I cleared my throat. “My whiskers are 
fluttering with happiness." I began. “It is 



wonderful to be with all of my loved ones 
this year. And now I have many new friends, 
too! I am a very lucky mouse.” 

I wiped a tear from my eye. 

Trap rubbed his tummy. “THAT'S VERY MOVING. 
GERONIMO. NOW LET'S EAT!" he shouted. 

I ran into the kitchen. I came back 
carrying a Christmas feast. I had 
made a 3*tf f * pie. a big 

salad with Bite cnecse chicks cheddar 
cheese soup. andfl SUlflll (tlRISTUms TREE 



mflDE OF (REAP! CHEESE! Everyone licked their 
whiskers. 

iiURR AY roR Ccroniho " they cheered. 

I smiled. It was exactly how I dreamed my 
Christmas would be! 

After dinner. Benjamin and I cleared the 
table. I looked out the window. The SHOW 
had stopped falling, and the sky was clear. 


Against the black sky. I saw a very' tiny, very 
bright star. It fell through the sky. 

“Look, Benjamin. A falling star,” I whispered. 
"Let's make a wish.” 

I held Benjamin’s paw, and we watched 

until the star disappeared. I don’t know for 

sure what Benjamin wished for. But I bet 

he had the same wish as I did: to be able to 

spend many, many, many more Christmases 

like this one. // / 

r Jsoqc/Jt€rf 
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All We Need 
I s Love 


Dear mouse friends, how will you spend 
your Christmas? I hope you will spend it with 
someone who loves you. 

That is something I learned a long time 
ago. You ean have all the ChCCSC in the 
world, but if you don’t have love in your 
life, the cheese will taste like SOc^S! 

Love makes everything better. 

Look around. There is Love all around 
you—with your family, your friends, even 
your pets. Imagine if everyone 
^ spread this Love all 
^ around the world. 

effitcti if wott/fl /><’ 

every (lay ! 


*V re ° d o* 






Mim 

kESHMISH 

Navajo 


pcAS HVIA* 

Portuguese 


t-UN ISC SUN lAN’fcUNfc HAW SUN 
Chinese Cantonese 


rC/OFEVLVAYU S PPAZoMkCu 
PC/HUf SIVA IS VOVIM CCoCM 

Russian 


NAVA SAAL 
WCPAPAk HC 
Urdu 




rEL, *H*yiOAO I I 






f rCHLKHf V\{IHNACMlf \ 
KALA German 

OIPISIOLYENNA! 

Greek 


JSSSSSU 


MILENAYA 
PAPAS 
Hindi 


VPCLIJk kEPSTFEEST 
EN EEN fcELUM k 
NIEUWJAAP! 
Dutch 5 
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The Search for Sunken Treasure. He has^also 
received the Andersen 2000 Prize for Personality of 
the Year. One of his bestsellers won the 2002 eBook 
Award for world's best ratlings' electronic book. His 
works have been published all over the globe. 

In hiS|Sparc time, Mr. Stilton collects antique 
cheese rinds and plays golf. But what he most enjoys 
is telling stories to his nephew Benjamin. 
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1. Main entrance “ 

2. Printing presses (where the books 

and newspaper are printed) 

3. Accounts department 

4. Editorial room (where the editors, 

illustrators, and designers work) 

5. Geronimo Stilton's office 

6. Helicopter landing pad 
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The Rodent’s 
Gazette 


























Map of New Mouse City 


1. Industrial Zone 

2. Cheese Factories 

3. Angorat International 
Airport 

4. WRAT Radio and 
Television Station 

5. Cheese Market 

6. Fish Market 

7. Town Hall 

8. Snotnose Castle 

9. The Seven Hills of 
Mouse Island 

10. Mouse Central Station 

11. Trade Center 

12. Movie Theater 

13. Gym 

14. Catnegie Hall 

15. Singing Stone Plaza 

16. The Gouda Theater 

17. Grand Hotel 

18. Mouse General Hospital 

19. Botanical Gardens 

20. Cheap Junk for Less 
(Trap's store) 

21. Parking Lot 

22. Mouseumof 
Modern Art 

23. University and Library 

24. The Daily Rat 


25. The Rodent's Gazette 

26. Trap's House 

27. Fashion District 

28. The Mouse House 
Restaurant 

29. Environmental 
Protection Center 

30. Harbor Office 

31. Mousidon Square 
Garden 

32. Golf Course 

33. Swimming Pool 

34. Blushing Meadow 
Tennis Courts 

35. Curlyfur Island 
Amusement Park 

36. Geronimo's House 

37. Historic District 

38. Public Library 

39. Shipyard 

40. Thea's House 

41. New Mouse Harbor 

42. Luna Lighthouse 

43. The Statue of Liberty 

44. Hercule Poirat's Office 

45. Petunia Pretty Paws's 
House 

46. Grandfather William's 
House 
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Map of Mouse Island 


1 . 

Big Ice Lake 

21. 

Lake Lakelake 

2. 

Frozen Fur Peak 

22. 

Lake Lakelakelake 

3. 

Slipperyslopes Glacier 

23. 

Cheddar Crag 

4. 

Coldcreeps Peak 

24. 

Cannycat Castle 

5. 

Ratzikistan 

25. 

Valley of the Giant 

6. 

Transratania 


Sequoia 

7. 

Mount Vamp 

26. 

Cheddar Springs 

8. 

Roastedrat Volcano 

27. 

Sulfurous Swamp 

9. 

Brimstone Lake 

28. 

Old Reliable Geyser 

10. 

Poopedcat Pass 

29. 

Vole Vale 

11. 

Stinko Peak 

30. 

Ravingrat Ravine 

12. 

Dark Forest 

31. 

Gnat Marshes 

13. 

Vain Vampires Valley 

32. 

Munster Highlands 

14. 

Goose Bumps Gorge 

33. 

Mousehara Desert 

15. 

The Shadow Line Pass 

34. 

Oasis of the 

16. 

Penny Pincher Castle 


Sweaty Camel 

17. 

Nature Reserve Park 

35. 

Cabbagehead Hill 

18. 

Las Ratayas Marinas 

36. 

Rattytrap Jungle 

19. 

Fossil Forest 

37. 

Rio Mosquito 

20. 

Lake Lake 







Don't miss 
any of 
my othe r 
fabumouse 
adventures! 



#6 Paws Off, 
CbeddorfoccJ 


#1 loit Treasure #2 The (arse 
of the Emerald Eye of tke Otttse 
Pyramid 


#7 Red Pizzas foe 
o Bio* Coent 


#9 A Faburaoose 
Vacation foe 
Gercamio 


#10 

a Cup of Coffee 


#& Attack of the 
Bandit Cats 












Ill If' 

HaBcweeii, To* 
'f roily Mouse! 



• 12 Merry 913 The Phantom 

Christmas, o4 the Sobway 

Geroaimo! 




*14 The Temple of 
the Roby of five 



IIS The Mono 
Mouse (ode 











* 16 A Cheese- 
Celored Camper 


#17 Wot<h Your 
Whiskers, Strltoi! 


tit Shipwreck <m 
lit Piiole Islands 



• 19 My Ham* If *20 Serfs Up. 
Srillon. Gerealma Geroninrr! 
SMltM 



*77 Ike Secret 
»f Cochleler 
Ceitlt 


*21 Ike Will 
Wild West 



A Christmas Tele 


*23 Valentine's *24 Held Trip to 
D«y Disester Nicyern Falls 




*25 The Search 
(or Sankea 
Treenre 


• 26 The Mump 
with Ne Neat 


*27 Tie 
Christmas Toy 
Foster y 


*28 Weddiaf 
Crasher 


*29 Down and 
0*1 Dow* Under 






























Island MorotHon 


Mysterious 
(West Thief 


Chris tons 
Catastrophe 


SKE3 


932 Valley of the 
Giant Skeletois 


933 Geronimo 
and tW Gold 
Medal Mystery 




‘34 Geronimo 
Stilton. Secret 
A pent 


#35 A Very Merry #36 Geroaimo's 
Christmas ValeatiM 


937 The Rose 
Across America 


‘38 A fab.nouse 
School Advenlore 


939 S<o«mg 
Sensation 


940 The Karate 
Moose 


941 Mighty 
Mount Kilimanjaro 


#42 TW Peculiar 
Pumpkin Thief 


943 I'm Hot a 
Soper mouse! 




944 The Giant 945 Sam the 

Diamond Robbery While Whale! 



























THU STILTON 
AND THE 
SECRET CITY 


THEA 
AND THE 
THE SHIPWRECK 



THEA STILTON 
AND THE MYSTERY 
IN PARIS 



THEA STILTON 
AND THE CHERRY 
BLOSSOM ADVENTURE 


- THEA STILTON 
AND THE 

STAR CASTAWAYS 


THEA STILTON: 

BIG TROUBLE IH^ 
THE BIG APPLE 













Meet 

\ /'a ~ ____ __ 




ClpPELLA VON CaCKLeFuR, 


I, c^ero/ttMo daf/t'/A>n, have a lot of mouse 
friends, but none as Spooky as my friend jp ^ 
CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR! She is an 
enchanting and MYSTCRIOOS mouse 
with a pet bat named Bltewfnq. 

I'm a real irately mouse, but 
even 1 think CREEPELLA and her family are 

fascinating. I can’t wait for Jt 
you to read all about CREEPELLA in these /I 

y and spectacularly 

spooky tales! 


Cpmu vo» C vutfrt 

THIRTEEN 

Vlr&HOSTS 

m W»»w m. 



" v Yref»eu \ *o« Gaunt 
meet' ME IN 

HORROR WOOD 

£m j , 

■ - 

nk 






#1 THE THIRTEEN GHOSTS #2 MEET ME IN HORRORWOOO 




The kingdom 
of Fantasy 



£ ffwfriofr 

' n» Quest'O f 
Paradise -M 


THE QUEST FOR 
PARADISE: 



The Amazing 
VOYAGE: 


THE RETURN TO THE 
KINGDOM OF FANTASY 


THE THIRD ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 

OF FANTASY 












Dear mouse friends, 

Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 

It’ll be another whisker-licking-good 
adventure, and that’s a promise! 



Geronimo Stilton 
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